too much adrenalin, which has a pronounced effect on a
weak heart."
"All right, dear, I'll remember it."

Then suddenly I had a feeling that I ought to accuse
myself. This was not the first time it had happened since
the funeral. Though 1 did look it up in the encyclopedia,
and found this mental state listed as "self-accusation"
under the heading "Acute Melancholia." Here I also
found the cause of it, "sudden and horrible shock'1 and
"deaths of those who are near and dean" And still I did
not stop this sort of self-torture. 1 continued to stare
stupidly through the dark glasses at the swarming traiHc.
Then I spoke up again, moving my lips .slightly, yet nor
parting them. No one paid me any particular attention,
though if anyone had been watching he might have
thought I was cither sick or enr/.y. But perhaps at tlv.it
particular moment I was both sick and cra/.y.

"I wasn't always so tender and soft-spoken to you, was
I?" I asked.

"Yes, you were."

"Tell the truth,"

"Well.., You haven't always been."

"I was too loud. I was nervous, I was impatient. I was
irritable,"

"Oh, no."

"Tell the truth."

"Well . , . You were loud."

"And nervous,"

"That, too."ng
